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October 8, 1930 - October 15, 2022 
92 Years 


Mass of Christian Burial 
Friday, October 28, 2022 
2:00 P.M. 
Blessed Sacrament Roman Catholic Parish 
Duck Lake, SK 


Presider 
Rev. Father Tai Le 


Readers 
First reading — Leigh Long (granddaughter) 
Second reading — Shane Lewans (grandson) 


Prayer of the Faithful 
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Interment of Ashes 
Blessed Sacrament Cemetery 


Arrangements 
Funk's Funeral Home, Rosthern, SK 


The family of Lorette Klassen (nee Pelletier) announce the gates 
to heaven opened and she was welcomed on October 15, 2022, at 
the age of 92. She was predeceased by her parents Bernadette and 
Alphee Pelletier, brothers Raymond and Wilfred Pelletier, sister 
Therese Lanovaz, son Joseph in infancy, and in 2021 son Tom. 


Lorette was born in St. Louis SK., raised near Duck Lake and 
graduated from Saint Paul’s Hospital School of Nursing. She 
married Elmer Klassen in 1952 and they raised a family of 10 
children. 


Always a compassionate person, she was a palliative care 
volunteer for more than 30 years at Saint Paul’s Hospital and 
local nursing homes where she sat with the dying almost 
exclusively at night. She didn’t want anyone to have to die alone. 
She also had a soft spot in her heart for senior citizens and did 
volunteer work with many. 


Mom was a devout Catholic and lay minister, attending Mass 
daily whenever possible. She would walk 45 minutes to and from 
church regardless of the weather. Her interests were varied and 
eclectic from painting and puzzles to watching bull riding and 
figure skating. She snorkelled off the coast of Bonaire, cruised the 
Caribbean, attended flamenco dancing in Spain, and toured the 
Holy Land. She loved spending time at the lake, particularly 
Waskesiu, Emma, and Candle. She played ping-pong and 
recreational volleyball into her 70s. 


She was a strong force in taking care of her family and managing 

the household, particularly after Dad had a stroke. Sunday 

supper at the folks' was a tradition for decades. She lived a 

wonderful life until the last year which was marked by loss: that 

of her son Tom, her religious community and friends at 

Columbian Manor, her health, independence, and mobility as ' 
well as her ability to be of service to others. 


Mourning her passing are her: husband of 70 years Elmer, children 
Allan, Judy, Glenn (Kim), Neil (Crystal), Brenda, Joan (Mike), Keith 
(Lauri), Lorne and Marianne (Dean), her sister Estelle, her sisters- 
in-law Lil and Arlene, numerous grandchildren, great- 
grandchildren, nieces, and nephews. Mom will miss her dear 
friends Angie, Edna, Vivian, Doris, and Ag. 


The family wishes to thank Drs. Allison Adamus and Amanda 
Walker as well as the staff at Diamond House in Warman for their 
kind care over the last year. Flowers are gratefully declined. It 
would honour mom if you could show kindness to a senior citizen 
in your life today. 


Psalm 27:1, 4-5 NIV 


One thing I ask of the LORD, 
this is what I seek: 
that I may dwell in the house of the LORD 
all the days of my Tite, 
to gaze upon the beauty of the LORD 
and to seek him in his temple. 
For in the day of trouble 
he will keep me safe in his dwelling; 
he will hide me in the shelter 


of his tabernacle and set me high upon a rock. 


THE SANDWICH 
This classic story about Mom took place years ago. One 
summer we used the garden at uncle Ernest’s farm. He 
had an old sick dog there everyone was terrified of and 
Mom worried that it would hurt the kids. | think it 
might've been Albert who was going to shoot it in the 
head but | don’t think he had the heart for it. So to 
dispatch the dog, Mom made it a “special” sandwich. | 
can still hear her calling the dog “Bimbo... Bimbo...“ She 
fed it to the dog and within a short time, | could see the 
dog having a seizure on the ground. No one ever told 
Ernest. He thought the dog died because he had fed it 
some bad fish the day before. We teased her about it for 
years, whenever we encountered a bad dog or whatever, 
we'd suggest that maybe Mom better make it a “sandwich’. 
She hated that joke but hopefully she knew how proud 
everyone was of her for taking matters into her own 


hands to protect her kids. 


Long ago | was once wronged by a wasp and we have been sworn 
enemies ever since. For many years | was traumatized and anytime a 
wasp would buzz by | would flail and panic like a lunatic. Well one 
beautiful sunny day we were driving on the highway and Grandma 
and | were in the backseat. Everything was fine until | heard that 
dreadful buzzing sound and | just knew a wasp was in the car with us. 
We were trapped! And | knew we couldn't stop the car on the highway 
as that would be far more dangerous than dealing with the wasp. | of 
course became blind with panic, screaming and crying in hysterics, 
terrified the wasp would repeatedly sting me. But Grandma would 
never allow the wasp to attack me again! She took hold of the only 
weapon available in the backseat... an unopened umbrella. She then 
put her own life in danger by unhooking her seatbelt so she could rise 
up and pummel the wasp with the umbrella. Over and over she slammed 
the end of the umbrella into the wasp crushing it against the fabric 
and the window until it was clearly dead and | was no longer in danger. 
| felt such relief that the evil wasp was no longer a threat that | burst 
into laughter. That wasp carcass remained in the car for several years 
always reminding me of Grandma's bravery. | knew that day she would 
have taken a wasp sting for me without a second thought. Now | no 
longer fear the wasps, while | still may flail, | channel Grandma’s fury 
and attack the wasps with bravery... just like Grandma did that day 
long ago. 
Leigh 


ai INCREDIBLE STARTLE 
REFLEX 
Mom had a wicked startle 
reflex which we witnessed many 
a time. Once during a flight 
she had finished her meal and 
fell asleep: My seat was a few 
rows back. Someone bumped 
Mom's empty food tray which 
startled her; she threw her 
arms and legs up in the air and 
made some kind of ungodly 
grunting noise which then 
scattered the tray and it’s 
contents on the floor! Glad at 
that time | had a seat to myself. 


While Mom was very protective 

of kids around bugs, that didn't 

mean she liked them around her 
either. Once, while canoeing at 
Emma Lake, Mom had a close 
encounter with a bug near her 
face. As she swatted at it ina 
panic, she managed to bat her 

glasses off her face and straight 
into the lake. Sadly, Judy and 
Neil with all their scuba diving 
skills, never did retrieve them 

from the bottom. 


Lorette was a most giving and kind person to have in your circle of friends. 

She once mentioned that Grandma Klassen missed not being able to get out to berry pick. 
That set the wheels in motion! | volunteered to be the designated driver, she would look 
after the kids and off we went. | drove down the old Pike Lake road in my trusty 
Volkswagen along with Grandma and my next door neighbor (same vintage) until a suitable 
Saskatoon bush was found. In no time their buckets were filled. Connie, in true pioneer 
fashion, produced a blanket where we relaxed and sat under a clear summer sky enjoying a 
picnic lunch. Thanks to Lorette, the three of us had a glorious afternoon. 

Lorette also enjoyed a good prank in which her sense of humor shone through! When our 
third child was due, imagine Tom's surprise when he arrived home from work to see a 
miniature blue flag waving in the breeze, tied to the back door! Lorette was relieving the 
stress of ——“is it another girl or time for a boy!” 

As it happened, the blue flag was in order but not for a few more days! 

Who says Halloween is just for kids? One Oct. 31, she out-fitted herself in long black attire, 
complete with the veil of a nun with a friend as her accomplice (Angie) and they drove to 
the parish centre at the local church. When Father Bill answered the door, he was greeted 
by this sorrowful, pleading sister who was on a mission for funding! He was so 
flabbergasted, he didn’t know where or how to begin to deal with her problems! 
After much thought and conversation, the guest and accomplice had to break down and 
fess up!! Hearty laugh was enjoyed by all! 

Your Mom always enjoyed a good laugh over a prank or joke anyone had to share, 
and never missed the opportunity to spice things up! One never knew what your Mom 
would do next!!! 
By the way, she made the best buns in town, Tom would love to come by on bake day! 
A terrific lady and friend. May she Rest In Peace @ 
Ag 


y THE INNOCENCE OF MOM 
Mom and Angie were at a religious conference in Calgary 
and were staying at a scuzzy hotel in a questionable 
area of town. They were waiting outside the hotel for 
a ride when they saw a couple of Asian women on the 
steps, seeming to look for someone for a while before 
the ladies ducked back into the hotel. Next, a couple of 
Asian men came to the hotel and were seeming to look 
for someone when Mom or Angie said, “are you looking 
for a couple of girls...?° 
Another time, Mom had received the gift of a decorative 
banner from the priest. It said “Dance in the dark. Slow 
be the pace. Something something something. Redeemin, 


Grace“. So Mom sent a thank ee card, in th 


MOM SLEDDING 
Back in the 80's, Mom went through a very 
adventurous phase. While I’m sure she had fun, 
she did manage to find trouble like no other. | 
recall once we decided to go tobogganing, so she 
enlisted Angie and her girls to come along with 
us to a particularly big hill in Saskatoon. Having 
been to that one before, | knew that we had to 
walk a distance along the top of the hill to get to 
the main area that was used for sledding. 
Unfortunately, Mom was extremely excited and 
couldn't contain herself. As soon as we got to 
the top, she decided she was ready to go down 
so she jumped on the old wooden sled and set off 
before we could even get the words out: “Stop! 
There’s a jump at the bottom!” Well, she didn’t 
stop and she launched over a 2-3 foot retaining 
wall and sailed like Santa through the air. Poor 
Mom ended up breaking her tail bone on that 
first run down. | don’t recall that injury stopping 
her from sledding more that day, but she did 
suffer for many years from that landing. 


MOM and WATER 
Mom and | were at the beach alone at Emma Lake 
(Murray Point was sometimes a quiet beach with 
no one there). | was maybe 11 or 12. We had an 
inflatable floating thing. | coaxed her to go out 
to the floating dock with me, paddling behind the 
floatation device. She got fully up on the dock. 
When it was time to go back to shore, she took 
a chance and decided to jump off the dock and 
into the water. | was right there, still behind the 
flotation thing. She wasn’t coming up (she couldn't 
swim at that time). | knew | had to do something 
so | stuck my hand under the water and kind of 
grabbed the top of her head, at least to get her 
oriented. Can’t remember how but she managed 
to resurface. She was freaked out on the walk 
back to the cabin and told me not to tell anyone 
what happened. But later she told people | saved 
her from drowning. | think she seriously thought 
she was close to drowning. 
| thought | could’ve done a lot more to help. ! 
joked in later years that | didn’t want to totally 
submerge myself to help because | didn’t want to 
get my hair wet -- it would get all frizzy as it dried. 
Lorne 


Mom did eventually take swimming 
lessons. Even then, there was something 
about mom and water that didn’t mix 
well. At one point in her lessons, when she 
was supposed to start in the middle of 
the pool and swim to the edge, she 
remarkably couldn’t swim forward. 
Instead, she found herself going 
backwards. The swimming instructor, at 
a loss for how to help, encouraged her to 
keep going and that soon she will make it 
to the other side of the pool! She did 
manage to pass, and before long she was 
swimming great lengths at the lake. One 
summer she vowed to swim every day, 
regardless of the weather, and she stuck 
with it. As long as she had her snorkel, 
she was just fine in the water from then 
on. 
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VOLLEYBALL 
Mom had a love for volleyball that lasted probably 
20 years which was about 18 years longer than 
the rest of us. Because of that, she was always 
on the hunt for more players. She discovered 
that if she advertised volleyball games in the 
church bulletin, that she could get the gym for 
free. She was lucky enough to find new players 
that way through the years. As it happened 
though, often when new players would join, 
they would initially see Mom for her age, and 
presume she was frail and unskilled. This was 
always a source of extreme irritation to her as 
these people would inevitably jump in front of 
her to get her shot, thinking she would miss it. 
Unfortunately for those few, she had a tried 
and tested method to disabuse them of this 
notion. This trick, only reserved for men, was 
that the next time he got in her space to take 
the shot, she was going to go for it too, and if 
she “happened” to tackle him to the ground, 
then so be it! Lessons were learned and there 
weren’t too many who dared take her shot 
again! 


V The tackles weren't the only 


injuries dished out by Mom in 
volleyball. Her serves were 
notoriously painful for the poor 
sucker who got in that terrible 
middle slot on the opposing side 
where she would continue to 
group her power shots. If she 
didn’t wear your arms down to 
raw bone, she would 
occasionally fart when serving, 
leaving the receiver in an mushy 
pile of laughter, completely 
unable to return her shot. Many 
games have been won once she 
got ona roll. 


/ Mom cruise stories: 


Crystal and | went with Mom on a couple of cruises. She was in 
her 80's at the time. She was always checking out the volleyball 
court to see if there was someone to join in a game, and she 
played in the ping pong tournaments. And no matter how 
complicated the ship’s layout was, she always figured out where 
the chapel was. 

On one trip there was a “meet the Captain” event in the theater 
which included free drinks. | remember Mom sitting in a row 
with us where the servers would be coming down the row with 
a tray of drinks and people were grabbing the drinks so fast 
that they were gone by the time they got to Mom. The guy 
beside her shared her little table and had it so full of empty 
drinks that it looked like she was drinking faster than anybody. 
We finally had to join the crowd and grab a drink from a waiter 
passing in the next row just to make sure Mom finally had one 
drink. 

Crystal recalls that Mom always had a little sparkle in her eye 
when she'd ask if she wanted to go check out the dessert buffet 
in the evenings. She always enjoyed those sweet treats. 
And she talked for years afterwards how much she enjoyed 
going on a cruise with her friend Vivian. She really enjoyed 
seeing someone having so much fun with the places and 
experiences that she loved too. Vivian once recalled playing ping 
pong with Mom on their cruise. When Vivian missed a shot, the 
ball got away from them and fell to the deck below. It ended up 
on some guy’s lap or between his feet as he was sleeping ina 
lounge chair. Mom was apparently watching and laughing hard 
as Vivian tried to figure out to retrieve the ping pong ball. 


V MOM and THE HIKING ADVENTURE 


When mom was in her 60's, she and | hiked into Grey 
Owl’s cabin at Kingsmere Lake, a 17 km walk. We were 
the only ones staying there and happened to be in a nice 
blueberry patch. We walked another 3 km to see the 
cabin and on our way back | saw a can and said mom 
I’m just gonna use the bathroom. Go wait for me on the 
beach, which was a short walk away. When | was done 
in the can | opened the door and heard growling and 
thinking it was probably a bear. | closed the door and 
yelled to Mom “Mom run home, run home” and she 
thought.. Back to the car? So she went 1/4 kilometre 
back to our campsite. It took 45 minutes for this 
growling animal to go away and | subsequently made 
my way back to the campsite. When | got there | found 
mom about 10 feet up in the air standing on the bear 
proof food platform ready with the ladder in hand to 
throw it to the ground in case a bear came. 

The next morning | was getting out of the tent, swivelled 
my head to the right and | saw a bear a few feet away. 
Mom was trying to push her head out of the tent and | 
am pushing it back in saying “a bear, a bear". She said | 
want to see. Probably took us only about three hours to 
hike out 17 km back to the car. 


V 1310 AVENUE P 
When Mom and Dad built the 1310 
house, she'd had some pretty radical 
design concepts for the time including 
the laundry on the second floor instead 
of the basement, for instance. 

She was always willing to pay the price, 
with 3 hour lawn mowing sessions and 
endless weeding in the summer and huge 
snow shoveling sessions in the winter. 
She did this right through her 7o's. She 
loved the hardwood floors throughout 
the house as she said it reminded her of 
the old church at Christmas when she 
was growing up. Mom recalled often 
how happy she was with the place and 
how she vowed to herself that she would 
keep it neat and tidy at all times. 


y 


fe the early days, she would go around every morning 
and make all the beds to keep things looking nice. 
One day, she decided she would take a break from 
making beds have have a rest. As it happened, that 
was the day Dad decided to bring company over, 
unannounced, and give them a tour of the house. 
Mom recalled being absolutely mortified! That day 
haunted her for years. Even with 10 kids, she always 
managed to keep the house neat and tidy but | think 
she always felt the pressure that it could be better. 
One year, when we were getting ready to host a 
large party at the house, she decided we needed to 
clean it from top to bottom, to the point that no one 
could find a speck of dust. After working at it for 
hours, she concluded that we'd better dust the top of 
the door frames because more than likely some smart 
aleck was going to come along and try the white 
glove test up there. Sure enough, along came Glenn. 
As we were proudly displaying our handy work, he 
gets the brilliant idea to check where else but the top 
of the door frame, certain that we had missed it. But, 
he was disappointed to find nothing up there and 
Mom and | gave a triumphant cheer, because as 
usual, she was right all along! 


DISCIPLINE 
Mom’s parenting skills were on another level. She didn’t 


really have to hit us to get us to obey. She would use the 
“ If you didn’t do 


time tested and reliable “count technique 
something right away, she would start slowly and threateningly 


counting... One... Two... Three. Usually by then you did 
what you were supposed to do and were quite upset. We 
never knew what was going to come when she got to ten, 
but something about that counting made you not want to 
find out... 
Sometimes she would grab you by the forearm, squeeze a 
bit, clenched her jaw while bearing her bottom teeth if you 
didn’t behave. Absolutely withering... Mom recounted a 
story about visiting her friend Ann, who had company over 
that day including a small, ill-behaved child who was 
repeatedly going into Ann’s bedroom to rummage around 
and generally not listening. At one point, after Mom had 
enough, she got the child’s attention, asked him to stop 
and when he didn’t comply, she started the slow count. 
Instantly he stopped what he was doing and began to 
behave. Later, she commented to the child’s mother that 
she must be using the count method on the boy as well 
because he responded so quickly to it. The mother replied, 
“what counting method?” Just goes to show how good she 


was at it! 


And kids biting one another did not go over well with 
her. She would bite them back. She recalled Keith, one 
of the wilder kids, suddenly biting her once and she 
spun around and launched at him, biting him (lightly) 
on the arm. The shock he got from that, she said, 
assured he never tried that again. 

Keith’s mischievous behaviour didn’t end there, as he 
recalled: I.think | was under 6 years old. Playing with 
matches in the closet. Of course mom’s sharp sense 
of smell caught a wiff of the smoke and put it out. | 
think there was a bit of damage to the hardwood. | 
must be a bit retarded from all the concussions | had!! 
When Keith as a teenager and wasn’t coming home 
on time at night she simply said to him say whatever 
you need to say to your friends. Lie if you have to. But 
you will be home by [curfew time]. Having said all 
that, Keith was never spanked but Marianne was! Had 
she never pointed out that | was not to leave the yard, 
! never would have gotten the idea to wander to the 
co-op with the neighbour’s grandchild. The neighbour 
found us and told me Mom was worried about me so 
! cheerfully went home to tell her | was back. Without 
a word she stormed over to me, grabbed me by the 
arm and landed a spank on my butt that nearly doubled 
me over backwards! Needless to say, it had the desired 
effect, | never wandered off again. 


V Tom departure story: 

Mom had lot to adjust to when the kids moved 
from home to far away places, and the visits 
would be become fewer and further between. 
Tom was stationed in Germany and England 

from 1980 through 1986, and usually only 
came home for a week or two at Christmas 
each year. | recall one Christmas in 1981 when 
he was ready to head out the door to go back 
to Germany for the year. He was quickly going 
through his mail, and filling out his driver’s 
license renewal form. The question of electing 
to be an organ donor came up, and he said 
"Well, | guess they can have whatever they 
can spoon out of an F-104 wreckage’. You can 
imagine Mom’s horror at the comment, not 
seeing Tom’s attempt at humour. He did 
eventually take her on a 2 week tour of English 
castles and gardens, but I'm not sure that 
made up for it though. 


V LIKES AND DISLIKES 
‘Mom had some definite likes and dislikes. First and 
foremost her faith was above all else.in her life. 
Attending mass daily, reading her bible and prayer 
books daily, and the regular prayer meetings she hosted 
at home for years were just a small portion of how she 
lived her faith. Even when walking on her treadmill, she 
would be reciting the rosary. She had big plans if she 
had ever won the lottery. I’m not sure what they were 
exactly but for certain she planned that the first 
$10,000 was going to go to the church. 

She loved doing jigsaw puzzles, crossword puzzles, 
cryptograms, sudoku, scrabble, and watching Wheel of 
Fortune. Anything to keep her mind working. In the 
latter part of 2021 and early 2022, with Judy she did 
. Over 2000 Wordscape puzzles alone. However, for every 

like, she had a dislike. Foul language, shopping, and 

getting her picture taken were but a few. Her dislike of 
certain foods was well known. She would not touch 
most meats, especially if they were ground. She also 
detested broccoli, cauliflower, and raspberries as she 
had too many bad experiences of worms poking their 
heads out of her food. So intense was her dislike she 
wouldn’t even eat artificial raspberry flavouring! 


Ma THANKS MOM 
Thanks for starting me on travel and 
paying for my first trip. Three weeks to 
the Mediterranean all inclusive on some 
refurbished warship that housed us 
__ dormitory style, $575. | owe you. 
Thanks for making sure that the kids 
were at least taken to the lake for a 
week or two out of the year. 
SORRY MOM 
Almost dumped you in Waskesiu lake 
when you were trying to get into the 
canoe. One foot in the canoe and one 
foot on the dock and the distance 
between the two was rapidly spreading. 
Wished | could've helped you more but 
| was laughing too hard. 


A I will always associate the smell of freshly baked bread 
with Aunty Lorette. I can’t remember which day of the 
week was bread baking day at the Klassen household, but 
I do remember going over for a visit with my mom and 
my sister Susan on those days when Lorette would be 
baking bread. The task must have taken her an entire day 
as the counters in the kitchen would be laden with loaves 
of unbaked and baked bread. My mother did not make 
homemade bread, so the smell of freshly baked bread 
coming out of the oven was intoxicating. It must have been 
wonderful to come home from school and eat a slice of 
warm bread slathered in butter. 

When I was in my last year of nursing school, I was scheduled 
for an evening shift at St. Paul's Hospital. The nursing 
supervisor was circulating through our unit, ensuring our 
work had been completed. She stopped to speak with me 
and noticed my name tag - Linda Klassen. “Are you related 
to a Lorette Klassen by any chance?” she asked. I said 
that yes, I had an aunt by that name. “Well,” she said, 
“she is sitting with a patient in room 614 for the night if 
you would like to stop in to see her.” So off I went to see 
if this was in fact, my Aunty Lorette. I opened the door to 
the room and sure enough, there was Lorette sitting in a 
chair reading a book. She turned when the door opened 
and smiled at me when she recognized who I was. Although 
we had a lovely chat about nursing, she was always cognizant 
that her number one job was to be there for this terminally 
ill woman, reassuring her that she was wasn’t alone. I will 
always remember Aunty Lorette’s selfless dedication in 
serving her family and community, as well as her abiding 
devotion to her faith. 


